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I was detestable, I feel it; but my instinct served me,
as the sequel of the story will show.
Her behaviour at dinner next day astonished me. She
was so serenely affable and polite that I was sorry for hav-
ing insulted her so outrageously. When her husband left us
alone, I said that I knew I was a monster, and that I feared
she must hate me.
cYou a monster! On the contrary, I am most grateful to
you. I can't imagine what you can possibly have to reproach
yourself with?'
I took her hand, and was carrying it to my lips, when she
bent down and kissed my cheek. I blushed crimson with
shame and repentance.
There was a masked ball at the opera that night. I wore
a costume in which I flattered myself no one would recog-
nise me. I even changed my snuff-box, watch, and purse.
The contents of the latter, to wit, seven hundred Venetian
sequins, I lost in less than an hour. Every one expected to
see me beat a retreat after this; but taking another purse
from my pocket, I began to stake doubles or quits. Luck
was with me. I soon broke the bank, and rose from the
table the richer by two thousand eight hundred and fifty-
six sequins. As I went downstairs two pretty female masks
accosted me, telling me that 'Messer Grand* * was waiting
for me at the door. From this I concluded that they had
penetrated my disguise, though I had no clue to their iden-
tity. One of them asked me for a pinch of snuff. I handed
her niy box, at the sarne time pressing a spring, which dis-
closed a painting in the lid. They both looked at it, then—
Tor shame!' they said. cAs a punishment for your im-
pertinence, you shall never know who we are.'
Vexed with myself for having offended them, I followed
them; and meeting Barbaro, learned from him that they
were the two charming cousins—the Marchesa Q. and the
Marchesa F.
Towards the end of the evening a mask dressed as a
Grand Inquisitor.

